CHAPTER THREE
AFTER NORMAN'S DEATH each of my brothers and sisters offered to come and live with me, but I felt it was wiser to meet the future alone and not to disorganize their lives by making them feel my dependence. In 1910 I took my sister Bertha abroad with me. This was my third trip to Europe. We sailed on the Red Star Line for Antwerp, but had no very definite plan as to where we would go from there. On the boat we met some very nice people, Mr. and Mrs. Fessenden, from Connecticut, who told us they were going to a little town called Middelburg, in Holland, which they had heard was absolutely unknown to tourists and where you saw the simple life of the people undramatized for the travelling public. They suggested that we go with them,
As Middelburg was a comparatively short journey from Antwerp, we said we would join them there. First I wanted a little while at the delightful Hotel St. Antoine in Antwerp where I had stayed before. This pleasant place, with its courtyard where we could dine outdoors, and its excellent French cuisine and service, formed a retreat in which to rest after a sea trip, and afforded an atmosphere of quiet and dig* nity which I loved. You would be waked often in the early hours by the great Cathedral chimes across the way only to be lulled to sleep again by the accumulated stillness that followed the chiming of huge bells.
In Middelburg we found our friends of the boat, and to our delight we four were the only guests in the hotel excepting native people who had come for the great annual event of the Week of Butter Market, The big open square that formed the lungs of the village was transformed into a great mart, with stalls or booths where rosy-cheeked Dutch women, wearing a sort of yoke across their shoulders from which polished brass scales were suspended by long chains, sold rolls of golden butter weighed thus on their own sturdy
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